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we've reached the ultimate truth :   That enlightenment
never can prevail."
Michael stopped the lighting of his cigar.
" Do you really think that, sir ? "
" What else can one think ? Who can have any reason-
able doubt now that with the aid of mechanics the head-
strong part of man must do him in ? It's an unavoidable
conclusion from all recent facts. * Per ardua ad astra?
£ Through hard knocks we shall see stars.' "
" But it's always been like that, sir, and here we are
alive ? "
" They say so, but I doubt it. I fancy we're really dead,
Michael. I fancy we're only living in the past. I don't
think—no, I "don't think we can be said to expect a future.
We talk of it, but I hardly think we hope for one. Under-
neath our protestations we subconsciously deduce. From
the mess we've made of it these last ten years, we can feel
the far greater mess we shall make of it in the next thirty.
Human nature can argue the hind leg off a donkey, but the
donkey will be four-legged at the end of the discussion."
Michael sat down suddenly and said :
" You're a bad, bold Bart."
Sir Lawrence smiled.
" I should be glad to think that men really believed in
humanity, and all that, but you know they don't—they
believe in novelty and getting their own way. With rare
exceptions they're still monkeys, especially the scientific
variety ; and when you put gunpowder and a lighted match
into the paws of monkeys, they blow themselves up to see
the fun. Monkeys are only safe when deprived of means to
be otherwise."
" Lively, that! " said Michael.
" Not livelier than the occasion warrants, my dear boy.
Pve been thinking. We've got a member here who knows a

